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x BY PERMISSION OF 
The Right Worſoipful the Vice-Chancellor, and the Worpbipfut the 2 


FOR THE BENEFIT OF 


Ms. SCARBOROUGH. 


On WEDNESDAY, 
| WII. BE PERFORMED 
TOWN-HALL, 


A GRAND 


CONCERT. 


Of Vocal and Inflrumental Muſic. 


= At the 


the 24th of May inſt. 


The Vocal Part by Mr. LEETE. 
Principal Violins, Meſſrs. HAGUE and SCARBOROUGH. 
Flute, Mr. NICHOLLS. 
Violoncello, Mr. BARFORD. 


: 
PART I. | | PART II. 

Ouverture — Handel. | Es Symphony —Cyrotelz. 
Flute A r NICHOLLS, Song, „As burns the Charger” '—Shield. 

cot 11th Concerto Corelli. 
Song, *«Reſound, ye hills'*—Calcott. 8 ie Sens of O - wen 
Violin Concerto, Mr. ScaRBOROUGH— NE» : 

Farmvick. Grand Finale— Haydn. 

. —— 
SONG—Calcort. SONG— Stevens. 


RESOUND, ye hills, my mournful lay; 

Beneath yon elm we paſs'd the day; 

Oft on the rind I carv'd her vows, 

While ſhe with garlands hung the boughs : 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn away, 

Sodies my love, and ſo my hopes decay ! 

I know thee, Love, on mountains bred, 

Thee, wolves and ſavage tigers fed, 

From Etna's blazing entrails torn, 2 

Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in er born. 
SONG— Shield. 


AS burns the Charger, when he hears the Trumpet's 
martial ſound, 


| Eager to ſcour the field, be rears, and ſpurns 


indented ground ; 
He ſnuffs the air, erects his flowing main, 
Scents the big war, and ſweeps along the plain: 
Impatient thus, my ardent Soul bounds forth on wings 
of wind, 


And ſpurn th* moments as they roll with lagging pace 
behind, 


WAKE, Sons of Odin, the returning ray 
Will ſoon ariſe, and give the promis'd day; 
Portents of Battle from the chilly north ; 
Ethereal warriors iſſue ſwiftly forth ; 

Their beamy ſpears, and glitt'ring arrows fly, 
In lambent glory, thro? the Jucid ſky ; 

The wavering Moon drives flow her en car 
Riſe, Sons of Odin, and prepare for war! 
Thrice on my boſſy ſhield I ſtruck my ſpear, 
And thrice a Ghoſt's ſhrill voice was heard in air. 
The facred oaks that ſkirt this ſloping wood 


te deadetevive their wither*d roots in blood: 


The blood of foes ſhall fertilize the plain, 

And Odin's ſpirit feaſt on heaps of ſlain: 
Hark! now I hear his mighty voice from far 
Riſe, Sons of Odin, and prepare for war. 


a+ The Concert will begin preciſely at Eight o*clock. . 


— — 


Tickets to be had of Mr. en I at Mr. Sully 5, on the: 
 Market- Hill, and at the Muſic-Shops, at * each. 


